EXTREMES MEET

because the fatigue of such hard work during this hot
weather was making his legs wobble in a most extra-
ordinary way. He really felt quite sick. Just when he
needed all his powers too! Just when it was most import-
ant he should keep his presence of mind! Perhaps he had
not yet been observed. Perhaps if he edged carefully
away along the shrubbery ... or was it possible to dis-
appear altogether right into the shrubbery ? He stepped
gingerly rearward a pace or two, but his back encountered
the resilient opposition of twigs. The shrubbery was
too thick at this point. Last night he had been met
by Adele at the entrance, and had been informed that
the German officer was sitting right in front just under
the stage with Queenie at his table. That informa-
tion had seemed to him so important that he had gone
home immediately to make a note of it. He had made
Adele promise to let him know if the German went home
to the Pension with Queenie. And she had assured him that
he had not. He had not hesitated to make an appointment
with that waiter at the Hotel des Etrangers to let him
know whatever there was to be known about this German
officer's movements. He had risked his life in a way that
nobody else serving the Skipper would have thought of
doing. And now there was the German officer himself
actually within five yards of him. There he was in the
ready-made cream-coloured poplin suit he had gone out
to buy on the morning of his arrival in order to cope with
the heat There was that upturned fair moustache.
There was that florid complexion. There was that scar
over the left cheek-bone. There he was in the flesh. Of
course, he had never for a moment fancied that the
German officer was a myth. Still die idea of ever meeting